to have thought of the match when I asked you

yesterday. Why didn't you tell me ?

WOODLEY : Oh, I ... I ... thought . . .

LAURA : You guessed that I shouldn't be at the

match, I suppose.

WOODLEY :   Why  do  you   never   come,   Mrs.

Simmons ?

LAURA : I've told you before. Because I arn shy.

Besides I  would hate to come and play the

schoolmaster's wife and be stared at and wished

out of the way. If I came I should like to come

just simply and freely as you do.

WOODLEY : Why don't you come then ? Besides,
it wouldn't be like that a bit. You are not like

the other masters' wives.

LAURA : Thank you !

WOODLEY : I didn't mean . . . anyway, you are

not.

[MAID comes in with tea on a tray. She puts it on
round table which she brings in front of LAURA, and
goes,

LAURA : Sugar and milk, isn't it ? Help your-
self to things, please.
WOODLEY (passing plate] : Won't you ?
LAURA (taking sandwich) : Thanks.   (Hands him
tea.) I must give you back your poems before
you go. I told you yesterday that I liked them,
didn't I ?

WOODLEY : Yes. I'm awfully glad.
LAURA : How old are you . . . eighteen ?
WOODLEY :   Nearly.
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